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READER 


HE writer of the following lines was witneſs 

of the fatal event. They are a Sketch from 
Death! They flowed, while the heart of the 
unfortunate ſubject was ſhedding its laſt drops. 
It is not with a defire of throwing a funeral 
damp on the foul of Senſibility, that they are now 
offered to the world ; but it is with a wiſh, that 
A 


6 
Merit in deſpair may be convinced how very un- 
availing is raſhneſs, how fruitleſs complaint, and 
how tranſient the ſigh given to departed merit. 


Patient magnanimity and obſtinate exertion 
exalt depreſſed merit : headlong reſolution may 
create ſurpriſe, and draw a tear; but that tear is 


embittered with the reflection, that the merit we 


deplore has contributed to efface its paſt honors. 


Feeling, however, gets the better of reproach 3 
and while our whole ſoul condemns thoſe who 


urged him to the deed, we cannot help ſobbing 


AN 


— 


Wuar art thou, Life? What is this weed round 
Of rueful days, and melancholy nights ? 

Why ſhould immortal beings on thee ground 
The baſis of their hopes, and their delights ? 


Ah me! when hope is ſated, when delight, 
When pleaſure flutters in the beams of joy, 
Thou art but then a gewgaw of the ſight, 
An ignis fatuut, and a gay decoy ! 
| 5 As 
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As thou art ſhort, ſo are thy joys unſure, 
The fleeting meteors of a troubl'd ſky ; 
They ſhoot awhile, acroſs an zther pure, 


But only live to witneſs that they die! 


Thou load of wretchedneſs, poor painful Life, 
Hell of the good, and of the bad the Heaven, 
Thee penſrve Hobbs has prov d tire ſtate of ſtrife, 


Where virtue wars with vice, on ground uneven. 


One bliſs thou haſt, the bliſs of ending ſoon :— 
The ſole reward that merit aſks of thee ! 


"Tis pity that the lamentable boon 
Should prove a crime, without high Heaven's decree ! 


Thus as I mus'd, in filent anguiſh led 
Through viſtas gay, of royal ſplendour vain 
A ſudden ſound, in repercuſſion dread, 
Flew to my heart, and echo d through my brain. 


2 . I ſaw. 


11 
I ſaw him fall; the victim of diftreſs, 
To rolling royalty, had bent the knee : 


But mis'ry, in the garb of merit's dreſs, 
Pomp paſs'd, with ſcorn, and grandeur would not ſee, 


I caught his hand; but, ah ! he had expir'd! 
His ſoul, quite weary of a cruel world, 
Flew to that quiet ſhe had long deſir d, 

While pride, unfeeling, to its fawners huzl'd, 


Expos'd, the old, the manly body ay: 

The life- blood curdling on his ſhatter'd-breaſt; 
His venerable front, as cold as clay: 

And now, at laſt, his grey hairs ſunk to reſt ! 


Cold the green ſod which gave him reſt at Jaſt! 
Ah! colder ftill thoſe hearts who reſt deni'd : 
For Britain's weal, through many pains he paſt; 
Through Britain's baſe ingratitude he died 
B 2 
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Of life the ocean wide, he fearleſs plow- d; 
And took no pilot but his Britiſh heart: 
Careleſs of ſhifting his undaunted ſhroud, 
He ſcorn'd to harbour in the ſtraits of art. 


His was the heart, that, when falſe fortune ſhone, 
Pour' d out her bleſſings on a hapleſs friend: 
And Calp?e's turrets will for ever moan | 


The gen'rous SUTHERLAND'S inglorious end! 


His loyal heart, in foreign priſons pent, 
Laviſh'd his little all, to ſerve his king: 
While ſecret villainy his garland rent, 
And aim'd dark arrows at his eagle wing. 


For what is life, when, only honour's ſhade 
Remains, an outcaſt hoſtage of its fame; 
When pimps can blaſt, and ſycophants degrade, - 
The brighteſt trophies, and the faireſt name ? 


Britons, 
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Britons, beware! tis now no time to ſoar: 
In gallant duty to your king and realm: 
For, ah! the days of gallantry are o'er, 
When intereſt ſits brooding at the helm. 


Full many a heart like Sutherland's now bleeds, 
And dreads the fate of every threat' ning hour: 
And many a loyal ſoul on ſorrow feeds, 
While treach'tous fraud enjoys the curſe of power 


Full many a billow-beaten ſon of | grief, 

His breaſt with Britiſh indignation full, 
Diſdains, though conſcious he deſerves relief, 

The mean requeſt, from tatter d garb, to pull: 


To cringe beneath th* unmeaning eye of pride ! | 
To fight, then beg, and beg without a hope ! 
To: ſerve, then periſh ! and, while ſlaves deride, 
To meet no comfort, but a ball, or rope! 
* oO loyalty, 
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O Loyalty, what martyrs are thy ſaints ! 
How bleſt thy foes, how calm, how happy they! 
Preſence, its lies, with eaſy pencil paints; 
While ab/ence, with its truth, is far away. 


Wretches, bedaub'd with honours not their own; 
Creeping through dirty craft, at glory's aim, 

Wind their {ly way, to circumvent the throne, 
While bleeding virtue dares not hint a chim. 


And is this then the free, the happy iſle, 
Where deeds of fair report can never die? 

Muſt the heart's blood of Britiſh worthies ſoil 
Their hoary locks, to draw protection's eye? 


O Sutherland, where'er thy manes be, 
Urge not celeſtial vengeance on our land! | 

The day may come, thy foes may weep for thee, 
And curſe their guilt, that rais'd thy luckleſs hand. 


F'an 
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F'en now, thro Albion, many a boſom throbs 

With honeſt grief that thy hard fate was hid: 
And thouſands, now, with unavailing ſobs, 

Would fain undo what thy ſad feelings did. 


For, O, poor ſhade! I feel what thou haſt felt: 
Though raw in youth, Ingratitude's keen gripe 

Has maim'd exertion, and hard Fate has dealt 
Misfortune's buffet, and foul Slander's ſtripe. 


Harſh to the prom the des ef griefimay Hands 
But I have felt; and all my feelings ſpeak : 
My lines convey no mercenary dream ; 
"Tis real truth that now bedews my cheek. 


Spleen has not prompted what the muſe has faid : 
Nor has cold intereft beſpoke the lay: 

Hope is a bankrupt, when the ſource is dead; 
One line ſuſpected, virtue throws. away. 


- 
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Well do I know what anguiſh pierc'd thy breaſt, 
When the fond arms of both thy daughters roſe, 


To urge thee to a momentary reſt,- 
And ſoothe thy yearning ſpirits to repoſe. 


Well do I know what torments tore thy ſoul, 
When royal chillneſs mark'd the courtier's guile ; 

When beardleſs ſtateſmen puſh'd thee from the gaol, 
And robb'd thee of the meed of all thy toil. 


Shame on the age! when feeling flies the great, 
When upſtart inſolence, in ſtern parade, 

Laughs at the vet'ran that has propt the State, 
His wounds ſtill bleeding, and his toils unpaid ! 


Let thoſe who laviſh what their fathers won, 
Feel all the rig'rous juſtice of the State ; 


And let the father's fame upbraid the ſon ; 4 
But ſtill protect the riſing ſon, from fate. 


Honour, 


6.453 


Honour, and pomp, and pride, and power, are giv'n 

To thoſe who fawn, who flatter, and.who lie: 
' While loyal arms, and heads, and hearts, are driv'n 
To ſtarve unheeded, and unheeded die. 
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